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CLERMONT HERBERT; 
OR PRESENTIMENT. 


Continued. 


Tus Mr. Wilden related to Clermont, the next day; 
dem’me, my lad, you are in luck; for here has fortune 
thrown a young wife, who is half mad for you, and a 
plantation full of negroes, plump into your arms. Now 
you have nothing to do, but, on your landing, send off for 
a parson and get yourselves tacked together; then drive off 
to old dad’s as fast as a pair of horses will carry you, 
down on your marrow bones, up with your hands, beg 
pardon, plead your unconquerable passion for his lovely 
daughter; the old Don will chuckle at the compliment; par- 
don follows; then you are a made man forever. Clermont, 
who took all this rhapsody for jest, laughed immoderately, 
but declared, that he could not even think of profiting by 
it. What! then, you will march down, and ask consent? 
take care there, my lad; old Virginia planters are d——d 
smoky; they know a thing or two. Think how Washing- 
ton did up the best generals that England could send 
against the Americans: so you had better take my advice. 
if, sir, said Clermont, I thought you were serious, I should 
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rather resent than take it; but as I suppose that you are 
only joking, why let it pass; though I hold the name of 
Washington too sacred, to hear it disrespectfully used, 
and on so ridiculous an occasion. Mr. Wilden now found 
that he had not one of his own sort to deal with, and wisely 
turned the scale with a laugh, declaring that nobody ever 
could think more of the dear good old general than he did; 
only he meant just to make a comparison: then turning to 
the mate, who had heard the whole conversation, and giving 
an €xpressive shrug, he entered into conversation with him, 
by saying, Well, what cheer, messmate? how is the wind? 
Straight in your teeth, replied the man, if we may judge by 


your looks, for you seem cursedly chap-fallen. Hallo! Ned! 


don’t you see that gale ahead there? take in a reef of the main- 
top sails—come, quick, lads. The gale that was coming, as 
they called it, rose almost to a storm; and the miserable 
Wilden, who could trifle with the peace and happiness of a 
fellow creature, shrunk trembling and aghast into a corner, 
calling on the Lord to save him; while Jenny sat, the im- 
age of mute despair, counting her beads and muttering her 
prayers. Not so the timid Isabella—her heart unconscious 
of a crime, and innocent as Nature formed her, though 
she shuddered at the idea of death, yet, she said, she 
thought she could meet it, in Clermont’s company better 
than alone. But, O my poor dear father! exclaimed she; 
what will he do! I was all his comfort; and when mamma 
sent me away, he said his heart told him we should never 
meet again. Clermont placing himself beside her, bade her 
be resolute and trust in God; for (said he) what, Isabella, 
is this life, but a passage to another and a better world; and 
happy are they who, like you, go innocent! And do you in- 
deed, Mr. Herbert, think we shall be lost? I know not what 
I think, Isabella; my mind cannot retain any thing long 
cnough to form an opinion; but it is best to prepare for the 
worst. 

The captain now came down to get a drink of grog, and 
swearing the devil blow him to h—l, but it was a hurricane, 
hastened off. The storm continued for twenty-four hours; 
during which they, every moment, expected to go to the 
bottom; but just as day dawned, they descried land. This, 
said the mate, is a desart island, and edged all round with 
rocks, whose points will cut the ship to the devil; so we 
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had better sheer off them. But their efforts were vain; for 
about eight o’clock she struck, and every tongue cried, to 
the boa:! to the boat! till the idea of danger was lost in that 
of self preservation. 

Isabelia, who had leaned on Clermont’s arm during the 
greater part of the time, apparently insensible, now rose as 
if from a tranquil slumber; and asking, is there hope 
of liie? For the moment, said he; but sod only knows how 
long. He took her ia his arms, and with the assistance of 
the mate, placed first her and then Jenny in the boat, which 
put off, though it required the utmost of their exertions to 
reach the shore. 

But, they had only escaped one danger to enconnter ano- 
ther. ‘he place was a wild dreary desart; not the vestige of 
even a beast was to be seen; and to add to their distress, the 
crew seemed disposed to mutiny. It was now that Ciermont 
stood forth: he called them to him; and in a short but concise 
speech asked them, what they thought or meant to do? Some 
person must command you, or what a scene of anarchy and 
contusion will be here exhibited! A.nd will you, my brave tel- 
lows, raise an arm against your fellow sailors ‘and compan- 
ions in misery? No, surely not. Let then peace, with her 
calm diffusive spirit, stand forward, and unite us in one 
common interest; chuse your late captain as governor, and 
act as he shall direct, till Providence, through its divine 
mercy, shali send you deliverance. What say you? To this 
they answered with three cheers; and one and all to a man 
came to shake hands with their youngorator, who they swore 
was equal to Billy Pitt himself—better. better, for he pleads 
for peace. Behold them now; every man uniting heart and 
hand to assist each other; while Clermont laboured with 
them. Every thing that could be found of wood was careful- 
ly collected, and a large fire made up. They soon, from the 
wrecks that had been there, got planks, old sails and broken 
masts, sufficient to erect a Jarge tent; and the boat enabied 
them to go to their own ship, and bring off every thing 
they could collect. Thus they were, in a tew days, eased 
from the dread of starving, or perishing with cold. The 
men fished and gathered wood; while Jenny and the cook 
prepared the victuals, and cleaned the common hut. Cier- 
mont now proposed a small tent being erected purposcly 
for Isabella and Jenny to sleep in; and as his word was be- 
come a law, they finished one in a day. 
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In this desolate situation they continued six weeks; du- 
ring which the young heart of Isabella became so firmly 
attached to Clermont, that she seemed to live but for him; 
though he saw not the partiality, which was evient to eve- 
ry observer. Six weeks thus elapsed; and though a constant 
watch had been kept, yet not a sail had been seen. Their 
provisions began to run short: and though the sea supplied 
them with fish, yet firing began to fail. The men, from 
constant anxiety, became melancholy and depressed; lan- 
guor succeeded; which so debilitated them, that Clermont 
became seriously apprehensive that they would, through 
despair, put an end to their lives. It was to divert them 
from dwelling too deeply on their situation, and give a 
new turn to their minds, that he proposed to the captain, 
to have morning and evening prayers read. We, said he, 
are apparently cut off from human aid; where then can we 
hope for it, but from our heavenly Father, who never for- 
sakes us, nor turns a deaf ear to the voice of the humble 
suppliant? Ask and you shall receive, are the words of him 
who died for all. Let us, then, ask with faith and hope, and 
depend we shall not be disappointed. You may do as you 
please, said the captain; but I will have nothing to say in it, 
You are a parson’s son; praying is your birthright: for my 
part, a glass of grog, anda pretty girl, are, in my opinion, 
more effectual means to drive away care, than all the pray- 
ing and preaching in the world. But you will attend? repli- 
( dCie ‘rmont. Ay, ay, said he; you begin, and | willsay amen; 
that is prayer enough for me. Clermont then called all 
hands, and proposed i it to them in the following words: My 
dear friends and fellow sufferers, it is now six “weeks since, 
by the providence of God, we were miraculously preserved 
from death; norhave we in that time once returned thanks 
‘or the benefits conferred on us: how, then, can we hope 
or further aid, when our hearts are ungrateful for what 
we have received? Now, my lads, I wish, if it meets your 
approbation, to kneel to Heaven in humble supplication, 
and to return thanks for its manifold favours: what say you? 
To this they agreed, with one voice; and Clermont prepar- 

cd to go through divine service. This he did ina voice and 
inanner so impressive, that the hearts of his auditors were 
softened; and many of them acknow ledged their present 
punishment just, but hoped the Lord w uld be so merciful 
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as to restore them to their native country once more; and 
when I am in port, cried one, dem’me if I don’t go to church 
once every Sunday. Clermont smiled, and hoped he would 
keep his resolution; but at the same time assured them, 
that the contrition of a sincere heart was more acceptable 
to God, than the formality that was called religion, Reli- 
gion, my lads, said he, is like love; it must proceed from 
the heart, and produce in us the fruits of good living; the 
first of which is universal charity to our fellow creatures, 
and an implicit obedience to those who are chosen to gov- 
ern us: this brings on peace, good order, and humility, and 
prevents in private life quarrels, family dissention, and 
sometimes ruin which is the inevitable consequence of 
a bad life here, and eternal perdition hereafter. ‘Think well 
on this, my lads; and be assured, that your prayers when 
sincere ascend to the throne of grace, and will be as 
acceptable to God from your hammocks, as if they came 
from a church. But it is now time to pursue your differ- 
ent avocations; and I will go on watch. Do you, Isabella, 
withdraw to your tent, and take some repose, for indeed 
you require it, Don’t let sorrow thus depress your spirits, 
or your father will not think you are the daughter whom 
he sent to England to be made a fine lady of; for the first 
ingredient in the composition of what the world calls a fine 
lady is insensibility.» Then, said Isabella, I shall never be 
one. QO, fye! miss, cried Jenny; why, your father has mo- 


ney enough to make you a lady, if you had no sense at 
all. O. 


(To be continued.) 


_——= + oe 


GEOGRAPHY. 


(Continued.) 


Near the centre of Natolia there is a remarkable salt 
lake, seventy miles long. The Euphrates is the principal 
river in Asiatic Turkey; it rises in the mountains of Ar- 
menia, and falls into the Persian gulph, in several places. 
It is supposed to be fourteen hundred miles long. The 
Tigris, after running eight hundred miles, joins the Eu- 
phrates near Bassora. The chief river of Syria is the Oron- 
tes, which fails into the Mediterranean. Jordan, where our 
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Saviour received baptism from John the Baptist, is a river 
of Palestiic, rising trom lake Phiala in Anti Libanus. It 
rons under ground fiiteen miies, then breaks out at Pene- 
um; passes through Samachomite lake, anciently called 
Meron, six miles long and four broad. Two miles after 
its leaving the iake, is a stone bridge of three arches, called 
Jacob's bridge, supposed to have been built before the days 
of Jacob. After separating Gallilee from Traconitis, it pas- 
ses through jake Tiberias; thence takes a course of sixty- 
five miles, part of which is a horrid desart. It receives the 
Carith (the stream on the banks of which Elijah was fed 
by ravens) and many other tributary streams. It empties 
into the Dead Sea. It is a very rapid river, generally about 
four or five rods wide, nine feet deep, and except the fresh- 
ets runs two yards below its channel. Its waters are turbid, 
but very wholesome. 


——2 +a 


HISTORY. 


Basy.on is situated in Asiatic Turkey. It was once 
famous lor its strength and magnificence, both of which 
surpassed description. Its walls were eighty-seven feet 
thick, three hundred and fifty high, and fifteen miles square. 
The gates were brass; her towns and temples rose like 
mountains, and astonished the beholder. Such a city, one 
would suppose, could not be in danger of falling into de- 
solution; yet is the prophecy of Jeremiah fulfilled, that 
** bccause of the wrath of the Lord, it shall not be inhabit- 
ed, but shall become wholly desolate.”’ Isaiah also prophe- 
cied that Babylon should be destroyed, and never be in- 
habited again, but ‘* the wild beasts of the desart shall lie 
there, and doleful creatures fill the houses.’’? That these 
things have come to pass, several travellers assert; which 
plainly proves that the words of the Bible are from Heaven. 
A traveller or the twelfth century says, Babylon is now laid 
wasie; aud — en fear to enter there, on account of the ser- 
pents and scorpions. 


——. + aa 


Tne friend of order has made half his way to virtue. 








THE INTELLECTUAL REGALE. 71 


BIOGRAPHY. 


Eve, the mother of mankind, and the first woman that 
lived upon this earth, was taken out of Adam’s side by the 
Creator, and tormed to soothe and sweeten the labours o 
Adam. She was at first his only companion. She is repre- 
sented as innocent, mild, modest, gentle, credulous, easy 
to be imposed on; and thus Satan tempted her to transgress 
the law of God, by eating of the fruit of the tree of know- 
ledge, which he had forbidden Adam and her to taste. But 
Satan, who delights in destroying the souls of men, first 
tempted her with the beauty of the fruit; then working up- 
on the simplicity of her understanding, prevailed on her to 
taste it. Thus was woman, the weaker sex, the first 
who sought to penetrate beyond the surface of things, and 
ought to be denominated the parent of science, as it was 
her persuasion that induced Adam to eat of the fruit and 
to know good from evil. But poor Eve was cursed by the 
Creator, for her credulity, while the tempter exulted in her 
fall; and for this transgression, were she and Adam banish- 
ed from the garden of Eden, and condemned.to. pain, toil, 
want and misery. As she was the bosom companion of 
Adam, she participated in all his sorrows, and her pains 
were doubled to her; for after bearing children in sorrow 
and pain, her heart was agonized by their unnatural con- 


duct. 


MADAM, 


Having long waited, though in vain, to see from some 
abler pen, full and interesting answers to the queries propos- 
ed in the first number of your Tea Tray, I venture to send 
the following, which perhaps will not be altogether unac- 


ceptable. P Re od 


QUERY I. 


To acquire a scientific knowledge ef the English language, is it neces- 
sary to learn the Latin, or any foreign language? 


WHuoEvenr reads attentively the preface to Dr. Lowth’s 
erammar, the remarks made by Dr. Watts in his Logic, 
and those by Mr. Locke in his Essay concerning the Hu- 
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man Understanding, as well as those in his Thoughts con- 
cerning Education, must be convinced that a perfect Know- 
ledge of the English language may be acquired, without 
the painful labour of learning a foreign one. 

That a competent knowledge of the English language 
cannot be attained without an acquaintance with the Latin, 
has long been asserted; but the learned Dr. Ash does not 
hesitate to call this a vulgar error; and this error (says he) 
mizht arise trom a too partial fondness for the Latin, in 
which about two centuries ago we had the service of the 
church, the translation of the bible, and most other books, 
—lew of any value being then extant in our mother tongue. 

These authorities, I confess, are conclusive with me as 
far as they go; but they do not reach that ‘* scientific 
knowledge of the English language” expressed in the ques- 
tion. If by that expression be meant such a knowledge as 
may enable a person to write or speak the language with 
purity, perspicuity, accuracy, elegance and nerve, then is 
the question answered that it may be done without being 
indebted to foreign aid of any kind; but if it be meant a 
critical knowledge of the English language, according to 
the latitude the critics use, then perhaps it can be attained 
only by a knowledge of the various languages of which it 
is compounded, namely, the Saxon, Teutonic, Dutch, 
Danish, Norman, and modern French, embellished with 
Greek, Latin, &c. 


—oe 


THE MOTHER. 


Caw there be a feeling in the human heart half so de- 
lightful as that which a fond mother experiences, when she 
clasps her smiling infant to her maternal bosom and _ presses 
its rosy dimpled cheek to her lips? Love then has its*rap- 
tures, its hopes and its joys; lives its little day; ameliorates 
into a sensation scarcely perceptible. Beauty has its day 
of power; enjoys its triumphs; sees its train of admirers 
swell even to its most sanguine wishes; for omnipotent is 
its spell, but transient is its power—it soon fades; and 
what object so pitiable as the deserted belle, she who has 
been foliowed, flattered and caressed till fancy had made 
her a demigoddess, when her powers of fascination cease, 
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and another star rises to whose smile she sees her former 

votaries bow obsequiously; while she neglected pines 

alone, without a friend to enliven her soktude! Wit may 
dazzle and attract for a moment; its flashes like a meteor 

please while they alarm the auditors, who seek salety 

from its flashes in flight, and leave the deserted fair to en- 

joy her brilliancy in solitude. Not so the fond and tender 

mother; though the world forsake her, though fortune 
frown and penury be her lot, still do the smiles of her | 
children animate her to exertions, that sometimes enable 

her to rise superior even to misfortune’s chilling power. 

Is she sick? the hand of filial piety smooths her pillow and 

presents the healing draught. Can she not recover? does the 

hand of death press heavy on her heart? is the awful man- 

date signed which all must obey? her duteous children sur- 

round her bed, and soothe her dying moments by their assi- 

duous attentions; while her precepts and example prepare 

them to meet the same call at a future period. And when 

her soul shall have entered the shining portal of heaven and 

kneels at the throne of mercy, the Father will say, Well 

done, thou true and faithful servant, arise and partake of 


the rewards prepared for the just. | 
MATERNIA. 


— + ae - 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 


THERE resided in Bourdeaux a young, rich, and hand- 
some widow, who had for six months incessantly lamented | 
the loss of her husband, tenderly beloved. A fatal storia | 
had wrecked the vessel in which he embarked; and every 
soul on board was supposed to have perished. The young 
widow, though surrounded by admirers, observed very 
scrupulously the rules of decorum; at length, however, the 
persuasions of her friends had effect; and she once more 
threw open her doors to receive company. Madame St. 
Amere had one foible, she loved play to excess—and this 
foible alone threatened to involve her in much subsequent 
calamity. On the evening of her first fete, a tall graceful 
figure, masked, followed her and paid her inrumerablé 
silent attentions; to rid herself of his importunities she sat 
down to the card table, and was successful for about an 
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hour. The mask, who had fixed himself behind her chair, 
then solicited the honour of playing with her, which she 
granted; and renewed the game with fresh spirit, though 
not with equal good fortune. Madame was piqued at the 
superior skill of the importunate mask, and staked to an im- 
mense amount; still the stranger was triumphant, and pull- 
mg from his pocket a large purse of goid, tauntingly dared 
her to risk the like amount. Although absolute ruin might 
have been the consequence of her imprudence, Madame 
would not: recede, but anxiety and vexation marked her: 
features. For some time the game was doubtful; at length 
the malignant deity decided against her, and the rash wi- 
dow found her fortune destroyed by one night’s folly. Her 
anguish could not be concealed; she rose abruptly from 
the card table; when the mask, in an insinuating tone of 
voice, hinted her that she need not put herself to any incon- 
venience to make up this debt of Aonour, as he could wait 
her leisure, or compromise it some other way, with more 
pleasure to himself, and less embarrassment to her. She 
darted at him a look of rage and contempt— Who art thou, 
wretch, she exclaimed, who darest thus to insult me in my 
own house? Softly, Madame, replied the mask, I am no 
gambler, nor needy adventurer; there are ladies who would 
not be ungrateful for such an accommodation. Madame 
burst into tears. Good heavens! must 1 endure this inso- 
lence! Quit my house, sir: and if you are a gentleman, 
make good your claim to-morrow. No, Madame, I will not 
quit this house to night; my claim is on your fortune, or 
on yourself; and I will make it good, let who will dispute 
it. With these words he removed his mask, when she ut- 
tercd a shrick of joyful surprise, and fainted in his arms. 
The company crowded round; they were chiefly relations, 
who immediately recognized the Chevalier St. Amere, 
The raptures of Madame may be easily imagined, when, 
on recovering, her husband informed her, that he had been 
saved from the wreck by a brave sailor, who had taken him 
into his own ship, which was bound to Peru; that he re- 
mained there ull aconvenient opportunity offered for his 
return; and having been fortunate enough to amass a con- 
derable poriion of wealth, had meditated this agreeable 
surprise, in the hope of curing her of a destructive habit 
‘he consequences of which he had long dreaded. Madame 
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embraced him with transport, and assured him she would 
never again yield to temptations, or continue a practice of 
which she now saw the madness in glaring colours. Having 
received the congratulations of their friends, the amuse- 
ments of the evening, which had Leen so strangely inter- 
rupted, were again renewed, and the adventure was for ma- 


ny months the talk throughout Bourdeaux. 


— 2+ eo 


MADAM, 
Were we to form an opinion of the world by your list 
of marriages, I should judge that ali our belies were me- 
tamorphosed into Daphnes, and that our modern Apoilos 
clasped only an unsubstantial laurel, instead of a blooming 


bride. Yours, &c. QUIZ. 


i i 


He who can rail at benevolence, has set his heel on the 
neck of religion. 





TO MONTFORD. 


Whur dost thou, Montford, long to rove 
Alone to woodland scenes so gay? 
Is solitude the charm you love? 
Or is it the sweet warblers’ lay, 
That tempts thee to the sylvan glade? 


Or has young Cupid, soft and sly, 
Into thy youthful bosom stole 

An arrow which has made thee sigh, 
And tuned to harmony thy soul? 


Ah! seek not there a cure to find; 
The remedy is in the mind. 


Has then society no charms 
To wake thy harp’s melodious strain? 

Trust me, dear youth, that rude alarms 
E’en now distract the sylvan train; 

For discord’s horrid form is seen, 
Throughout our land. from shore to shore: 

Then wake thee from thy pleasing dream, 

And sigh for solitude no more. 
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Go, seek the nymph that caused thy sigh, 
And whisper soft thy tender tale; 
Fear not to meet a cold reply, 
For thy sweet numbers must prevail. SYLVIA. 


TO SAPPHO, ON READING HER LINES TO PHAON. 


Hatu death no terrors in thy eyes? 
Can’st thou resign all earthly joys? 
Can’st thou neglect the muse’s prize, 
And fix thy hopes beyond the skies! 
Stay, Sappho dear, Oh! linger yet awhile: 
Breathe yet one strain our sorrows to beguile. 


Again breathe forth a sweetly pleasing strain; 
Thy numbers, Sappho, teach us how to feel; 
Thy “ sorrows” can impart a lasting pain, 
Thy “ tearful pity” has the charm to heal. 
Then yet awhile thy soul impatient stay; 
Let’s weave a wreath to crown another lay. 


Sappho, can’st thou refuse a votary’s prayer? 

One who would wish to share thy parting smile, 
He who now sheds anticipation’s tear, 

Will make a crown to deck thy funeral pile. 
Then, Sappho, haste, while yet it is thy hour, 
Breathe soft and low, for such is sorrow’s power. 


 —— 


TO ORILLA. 


Anp think you, Orilla, that Love, the sly urchin, 
Has fled from this world to the regions above? 
O no, dearest maiden, for safe in my bosom 
I’ve hid little Cupid, the blind god of love. 


Although, beauteous maiden, you nightly lie weeping 
For Ludwig, who, falsehearted, from you has fled; 

Poor Herman adores you still, waking or sleeping, 
And wanders torlorn, by the sly urchin led, 


Though the rose on thy cheek, dearest maiden, has faded, 
And dimm’d are with sorrow thy eyes once so bright, 
‘For the charms of the person decline with the aged) 
Yet the beauties of mind still will glow in life’s night. 
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Then take, dearest maid, to thy sad beauteous bosom, 

The youth who has loved thee for ling’ring years three; 

Forget fickle Ludwig, he’s long gave up loving, 

And think but of Herman who dotes upon thee. 
HERMAN. 


a 


TO ROSA. 


Amrp the sweet flowerets that flourish around, 
In fancy’s gay garden, a warbler I found, : 
Whose note than the rest was more sweet to my ear, 
Its language affectionate, glowing and dear. 

I have soar’d with Amyntor, with Sappho have felt, 
Can Cecilia admire, and with Anna can melt, 
Can Jaques approve, with a Montford can fly, 
Or on “ Gratitude’s” pinion be borne to the sky; 
Yet still to this warbler I turn me with joy, 
For Rosa’s sweet numbers present no alloy. 

Then, sweetest of minstrels, again tune thy lyre, 
Let thy numbers increase and wing higher and higher, 
Till so pleased with thy music at length we shall grow, 
As almost to forget the sweet source whence they flow. 





ALPHONSO 
—— 
THE CRAZY MAID. 
Woful wan! like one forlorn, 
Or craz’d with care, or cross’d in hopeless love. GRAY 


“ Try say the cheek of my love is chill, 
And his heart will beat no more; 

But when the night wind whistles shrill, 

I know that he walks on yonder hill 
Along the Schuylkill’s shore, 


“ Then away I’ll hie to the craggy height, 
Where we were wont to stray; 

I must be there, before the light 

Shall announce through the mirky gloom of night, 
The purple dawn of day. 


“ And there I'll seek my Edmund dear, 

Together we ’ll wander again, 
In accents soft his heart I’ll cheer, 

And I’ll bathe his cheek with the warm salt tear, 
And kiss away his pain. 
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“ With fond delight together we ’Il wrove, 
We ’Il lightly ‘rip o’er the green; 

When tired we ’Il sit in some fanciful grove, 

Where woodbine and roses together are wove; 
Whilst affection presides o’er the scene. 


“ Then let me haste ere the night is o’er 
Ere the first beams of morning appear, 
To the hill where often I’ve stray’d bef sre” — 
She said—and away to Schuylkill’s shore 

She went to meet her dear. 


She clamber’d up a flinty steep, 

Where brizht the moonbeams play’d; 
But ah! she fellewi: Sciuylkill deep, 
Wrapp’d in the arms of endless sleep, 

Now lies the lovely maid. 


And oft at the dusky close of day, 
Whilst twilight lingers in the sky, 

In notes as soft as the gales of May, 

The mock-bird tunes a solemn lay, 
Her funeral luilaby. 


And oft when the blasts of winter sound, 
And the fire on the hearth burns clear; 
The cottayer gathers her children around, 
And tells the tale how the maiden was drown’d, 
While seeking her Edmund dear. MONTFORD. 


——— 


ANSWER TO REBUS II. 


Loves often wakes the tender sigh, 
Anid calls a tear to beauty’s eye; 

That all to Cupid’s power must bow, 
E’en the stern cynic will allow; 

Yet all disclaim the urchin’s sway, 
And say at least they won’t obey; 

And yet from him springs every joy— 
So, madam, Love is sure the toy. 


——— + 


RETORT COURTEOUS. 


Tue hon. Henry Clay, being on a tour through the 
chief towns of the Netherlands, we understand that the af- 
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fable Henry Goulburn, Esq. one of the British commis- 
sioners at Ghent, forwarded to him at Brussels, a London 
paper containing the official account of the destruction of 
the public edifices at Washington, with an apology suita- 
ble to the occasion, presuming he would through that 
channel receive the latest information from America. It so 
happened that the honourable Mr. Clay had just received 
the Paris Journals containing the official accounts of the 
defeat of the British forces on Lake Champlain, which he 
enclosed to the honourable Mr. Goulburn, with a similar 


apology. 


> Ga: 


RETROSPECTION. 


THERE circulates a report that general Jackson with 4000 men has 
entered Pensacola. 

We continue to annoy the enemy and they us, with various success 
on both sides. 

A report prevails of the capture of the United States sloop of war 
Wasp. 

General Gaines is ordered to Louisiana. 

The state legislature has met at Harrisburg. 

A cartel has arrived at New-York from Halifax, which brought home 
Mr. Mitchell and family, our agent for prisoners, who was ordered 
away. 

One man was sentenced to be shot and two to be hung at fort Mif- 
flin on Thursday last. Their crimes were theft and desertion. 





MARRIAGES. 


At friends’ meeting-house, Pine street, on the seventh of the twelfth 
month, Isaac Harvey, jun. to Agnes Lownes, daughter of Joseph 
Lownes, all of this city. 

On the 8th instant, by the Rev. Philip F. Mayer, Mr. Charles 
H. Baker, to Miss Efiza Boller, all of this city. 


DEATHS. 


Departed this life on Wednesday evening the 7th inst. abeut ten 
o’clock, Jane Bennet, consort of John Bennet, in the sixty-first year of 
her age, after a lingering and painful iliness of near two years, which 
she bore with Christian fortitude, and died in the full and firm belief of 


a blessed Redeemer. 
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Yesterday morning in the 43d year of her age, after a long and pain- 
ful illness, which she bore with christian fortitude and resignation, 
Mrs. Mary Gardener, consort of John Gardener, jun. esq. 

Departed this life after a lingering indisposition, Mr. Francis 
M ‘Allister, sen. of this city. 

On Tuesday morning the 29th ult. at his residence near Portsmouth, 
Semucl Marsh, esq. Attorney at Law. He was, to all appearance, in 
periect health a few hours before his decease, and but the day before 
had followed his amiable and beloved consort to the grave! 

In Sussex, on the 13th ult. Mrs. E/izabeh Eppes, and on the follow- 
ing day, her busband, Mr. Thomas Eppes. 

In Germany, Mary Caroline, consort of the king of both the Sicilies, 
under the ancient regime. She was born 1752—and long sustained a 
conspicuous part in the great politics of Europe. She has been celebra- 
ted for her beauty, wit, talents and political intrigue. 

Longevity—Buried, on the 28th ult. in Centre Grave Yard, in the 
upper part of New Castile county, Delaware, Susan Ring, a native of 
suid county, aged 108 years. 

Duel—On the 22d ult. a duel was fought near Buffalo, between Dr. 
Dade, Surgeon of the 18th infantry, and captain Paxton, of the 13th, 
in which the former was killed, and the latter mortally wounded. 


——= +a 


A sermon willbe delivered on Sunday, the 18th inst. at the Inde- 
pendent Tabernacle, by the Rev. Mr. Brodhead, for the benefit of the 


Female Hospitable Society. 
PD + Be 


Female Education. 


ANNA SUTER and ELIZA BOGGS have opened a school fo: 
Young Ladies, at No. 56 Arch-street, a healthy and pleasant situation. 
In this seminary are taught Orthography, Reading, Writing, Arithme- 
tic, Geography, and Composition; also the various branches of Needle- 
Work, Marking, &c.—The terms of tuition are moderate. 








The Ivrertectuat Reeare, or Lapres’ Tea Tray, is published every Saturday, 
by Mrs. Carr, No. 98 Race-street. Each number will contain sixteen octavo pages, 
every six months forming a handsome volume of four hundred and sixteen pages. 
Price three dollars a year, collected monthly inthe city. Subscribers not re- 
sicling in the city, to pay one dollar in advance, and the other two at the close of 
the first six months. Subscriber’s names will be published at the end of the first 
volume. Subscription papers are left at the bookstores of Messrs. B. & T. Kite, 
No. 20 North Third street; Mr. Carey, No. 121 Chesnut; Mr. Dufief, No. 118 Ches- 
nut: Me. Desilver, No. 110 Walnut; Mr. Allchin, Walnut; at the Washineton Hall 
Hotel, South Third; the Merchants’ Coffee House, South Second: the office of the 
True American; and at the printing office of D. Heartt, Marshall’s alley. 


———-_ __- —_— —_ —_—- + —-— - — — 


DENNIS HEARTT, PRINTER. 





